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Flowing both through soul and blood 1
If it be not understood,
'Tis a diamond in mud

Lucasta, stay! why dost thou fly?                    20

Thou art not bright, but to the eye,
Nor chaste, but in the marriage-tie,
Nor great, but in this treasury,
Nor good, but in that sanctity.

Harder than the orient stone,                           25

Like an apparition,

Or as a pale shadow gone,

Dumb and deaf she hence is flown.

Then receive this equal doom:

Virgins strow no tear or bloom,                        30

No one dig the Parian womb;

Raise her marble heart i5 th* room,

And 'tis both her corse and tomb.

TO MY WORTHY FRIEND MR. PETER LELY, ON THAT
EXCELLENT PICTURE OF HIS MAJESTY AND THE
DUKE OF YORK, DRAWN BY HIM AT HAMPTON
COURT

SEE ! what a clouded majesty, and eyes

Whose glory through their mist doth brighter rise!

See 1 what an humble bravery doth shine,

And grief triumphant breaking through each line!

How it commands the face! so sweet a scorn             5

Never did happy misery adorn 1

So sacred a contempt, that others show,

To this, o' th3 height of all the wheel, below;

That mightiest monarchs by this shaded book

May copy out their proudest, richest look.                10

Whilst the true eaglet this quick lustre spies,
And by his sun's enlightens his own eyes;
He cares his cares, his burthen feels, then straight
Joys that so lightly he can bear such weight;
Whilst either eithers passion doth borrow,              15

And both do grieve the same victorious sorrow.